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Fairy Soap is refreshing 
because of its purity and 
pleasing cleansing quality. 
Skilled soap-making experts 
use only the choicest mate- 
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Fairy Soap is as pure as its whiteness 


suggests. Each cake is kept clean 
and sweet by the dainty tissue wrap- 
per and the individual box in which 
it is enclosed. 


The white oval cake fits the hand 
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The Romance 


Don’t, O reader, gentle or gingery, 
open this paper expecting a “ humorous 
weekly.” Puck is not the kind of 
paper politely termed to its face a 
“humorous weekly” and _ correctly 
called behind its back a “ joke sheet.” 
If you have paid twenty-five cents 
for a joke sheet, we fear you will be 
disappointed. Puck is not designed 
to arouse the giggling tee-hee or the 
raucous ha-ha. Puck is trying to be 
the leading American periodical in the 
field of Art and Satire. For the Satire, 
we rely on the best cartoonists and lit- 
erary satirists that we have been able 
to find and develop. For the Art side; 
that is, for Puck’s famous color work, 
we look to the leading painters and illus- 
trators of the entire world. Puck is an 
international clearing-house for the best 
that is produced by the ateliers of 
France, Germany, England and Amer- 
ica. That this is no idle boast will be 
attested by any reader who has followed 
Puck in the last six months or will fol- 
low it in the future. 


When you pick up a copy of Puck on 
the newsstand, and glance through it, 
possibly admiring some of the color 
pages and passing upon one or another 
of them a hasty, “that’s clever,” or 
“that’s different,” you are not apt to 
think of the amount of work, the amount 
of excitement, involved in getting these 
pages together. 

Take the issue of October 9. On 
page 14 was a painting by Kainer. You 
probably have never heard of Kainer, 
but thought that the painting was rather 
clever in color and original in concep- 
tion — and then dropped the matter 
there. Kainer is one of the foremost 
colorists of Leipsic, Germany. This 
particular painting was exhibited in 
Brakl’s Kunsthaus in Munich. The head 
’ of that Gallery, Herr Geheimer Hofrat 
Braki, sent us a photograph of the 
painting. We bought the American 
copyright of the painting and author- 
ized the making of the plates. Herr 
Hofrat Brakl ordered the plates for 
us from the best plate-maker in 
Munich; and when the plates were 
ready to be shipped, there was the ex- 
citement of smuggling them through the 
German lines, carefully watched, be- 
cause of the German embargo on the 
export of metal. 

In the same number there was a page 
drawing by Heath Robinson of London. 
Heath Robinson is not very well known 
in America. But in England, his is a 
name to conjure with. A series of car- 
toons by him is sufficient to make a 
reputation for any periodical. His work 
appears regularly in Puck, and will be 
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in nearly every issue. To get Heath 
Robinson as a regular contributor in- 
volved two trips by Puck’s personal 
representative to London, 


Other plates from paintings by 
Dudovich, Wennerberg and Thoeny are 
now on their way from Munich through 
the German lines to Puck. 

And paintings by Barribal and Will 
Houghton, the most famous illustrators 
of London, will appear in these same 
issues. 


Germans, Englishmen, Frenchmen 
and Americans, belligerents and neu- 
trals, fight side by side in the peaceful 
cause of making Puck supreme. 

Ralph Barton, our representative in 
Paris, is sending over contributions 
weekly — color sketches and paintings 
of the city that was once the capital of 
the world of pleasure and good cheer. 
It is now changed, much changed, and 
this changed, new Paris has never been 
so well reflected as in this weekly work 
from the pen of Barton. Mr. Barton 
writes us that he is about to close ar- 
rangements with several of the artists 
of La Vie Parisienne, whose work he 
considers best suited for us, to supple- 
ment his own work in reflecting the 
Paris of to-day for the readers of Puck. 


Our representative at the Panama- 
Pacific International Exposition has 
been present at the unpacking of the 
hundreds of new canvases that are ar- 
riving, because of war conditions, only 
now. Last month he sent us five photo- 
graphs which, to quote his own words, 
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were “ selected from three hundred that 
have recently been unpacked.” Of these 
five photographs we selected two, one 
by a Norwegian and one by a Finn, 
which were, according to our ideas, up 
to the standard required for Puck. 
One of these appears in this “ Holiday 
Number.” The other will appear within 
the month. 

We sometimes wish when preparing 
a copy of Puck that you could have 
some idea of the excitement and ad- 
venture incident to the procuring of 
every one of the color pages at which 
you so hastily glance. We feel that you 
would have more interest in and ap- 
preciation for what Puck is and what 
Puck Puck is not a 
humorous weekly, but is attempting to 
fill in America the niche occupied by 
Jugend in Germany; and by La Vie 
Parisienne in Paris: ‘to be the repre- 
sentative American periodical of Art 
and Satire. 


offers — for 
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The Puck Calendars 


On page 40 of this number will be 
found a complete announcement of the 
Puck Calendars for 1916. 

These Calendars represent the last 
word in artistic color treatment, and 
embrace reproductions of the most pop- 
ular plates that have appeared in Puck. 
They are especially adapted for gift 
purposes, and are so priced as to fur- 
nish an attractive and desirable Christ- 
mas remembrance at a small expendi- 
ture. 

Of particular interest are the Hy 
Mayer and R. L. Goldberg calendars, 
each consisting of six full color sheets, 
7 x 11 inches, by these clever cartoon- 
ists. These calendars are priced at 60 
cents each. 

Send in your order for Puck Calen- 
dars in time to have them go forward 
as your Christmas gifts to those friends 
who appreciate good color — and will 
remember you gratefully for the en- 
suing 866 days. 


—fi— 
Puck on Probation 


If you like this number of Puck — 
if you think you would like to have the 
next thirteen numbers reach you regu- 
larly every Monday morning — there is 
a coupon on page 48 that will facilitate 
your introduction to the Puck family. 

Most of Pucx’s warmest friends 
made the little imp’s acquaintance in 
this easy fashion. 

If you would be convinced of the 
purchasing power of a dollar biil in 
laughter, satire and fine color-plates, 
turn to page 48 and follow directions. 
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WHITE COMPANY 
Announces 


Its participation in the sixth Annual Exhibit of the 
Automobile Salon, to be held in the ballroom of 
Hotel Astor, New York, from January third to eighth. 


AN EXTRAORDINARY EXHIBIT 
Of White Cars will be’ made amid surroundings which 
will enable a more leisurely and less promiscuous inspec- 
tion than can be enjoyed at the Grand Central Palace. 


THE AUTOMOBILE SALON 
Is, moreover, the appropriate environment for White 
Cars, whose custom design and individual appointments 
are in keeping with the fine motor car productions 
assembled annually at this famous international exhibit. 


NEW YORK BRANCH 
Broadway at 62nd Street 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


Verses by DANA BURNET 





The Christmas season now impends — 
As do the Christmas jingles. 
The covers of the magazines 
Are filled with bearded Kringles. 
What’s more, the Editor of Puck — 
A fellow large and burly — 
Has sent a card 
To ask this bard 
To do his riming early. 


The Teutons have improved upon 
Their form of woman-slaughter. 
They sink the ship —then shoot the 
folk 
Who struggle in the water. 
Meanwhile their brethren ply the torch 
In Uncle Sam’s Veranda, 
“We bring the war 
Right to your door — 
Try Wilhelm’s Propaganda! ” * 
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Some day the German Komiker 
Will overdo his humor. 

And then our gentle hand will fall 
Upon his baggy bloomer, 

And, aiming roughly at the sky, 


With mingled cheers and laughter, 


We'll elevate 
The hyphenate — 
Into the dim Hereafter. 


A goat consumed a buttonhook, 
Pray do not murmur “Glutton! a 
He used the instrument, you see, 
To help him with his buttin’. 
Sir Mitchel will economize 
Despite the Legislature, 
The Philippines 
Have doffed their jeans — 
They are so fond of nature! 


The Krupps devote their dividends 
To charity How artless! 
And isn’t it a joy to think 
They’re really not so heartless? 
Red stockings, say the Puritans, 
Are fraught with gravest danger, 
When skirts are high 
They catch the eye 
Of every passing stranger. 












Claude Kitchin does not want to arm 
This most naive of nations, 
He’d rather trust to Moral Force 
And Biblical quotations. 
The Colonel thinks the Democrats 
Will shortly be deteated — 
In Church, we note, 
The women vote, 
And Asquith won’t be seated. 


The European Christmas Lists 
Have just arrived by cable. 
The Tzar would like a Turkey wing 
To deck his Yuletide table. 
J. Bull has asked for guns and men 
To guard his home and hearth, Sir. 
The King of Greece 
Asks only peace — 
The English want the earth, Sir. 
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With milk so scarce in Germany that 
its distribution is to be regulated by 
the government, the unborn babies to 
whom the Kaiser has graciously prom- 
ised to be godfather will have to be 
raised on Kultur. 


Persons who shrink from the glare of 
light suffer from what Dr. Ernest 
Clarke calls photoaugiophobia. 

—Science jotting. 
It may be remarked in passing that 
T. R. does not suffer in the slightest 
from photoaugiophobia. 


After the Yale-Princeton football 
game, the trip of the Blue to Broadway 
was enlivened by “ a baggage car fitted 
out as a bar, with five bartenders to 
serve refreshments.” It doesn’t take 
long for Rah, Rah, Rah to become 
Rum, Rum, Rum. The Three R’s, 
forsooth, have changed. 


The old idea that political in- 
fluence was necessary for the protection 
of investments and concessions has no 
place in the new order of things. 

—A visiting Chinaman. 
We very much fear that China is be- 
coming “ dangerously radical.” There 
is an opening in China for a Grand 
Old Party. 


San Francisco reports the discovery 

. a hard-shelled bug with an extreme 
fondness for lead. Armored and look- 
ing for lead! Why, even the bugs have 
caught the passion for preparedness. 


Mme. Sarah Bernhardt’s newest leg — 
she has twenty-five in her wardrobe 
—is an American model of 1915. 

—Paris intelligence. 


Madame Sarah is dead slow. 


She 





A FRESH ROASTED PEANUT FOR THE 
ELEPHANT’S CHRISTMAS 





od 


“WATCHFUL WAITING” 











Drawn by R. O, Evans 





ought to be wearing a 1916 model by 
this time. 


And now it appears that there is a 
munition plant on Barren Island. 
Dwellers in long-suffering Brooklyn 
would pick Barren Island as the ideal 
spot to manufacture poisonous gases. 


Warden Osborne said that the worst 
scoundrels in Sing Sing were lawyers. 
—News report. 
An odd coincidence. Some of the 
worst scoundrels out of Sing Sing are 
lawyers, also. 


Two Christian Science healers were 
jailed in Berlin because of the death 
of patients whose lives otherwise 
“might have been greatly prolonged.” 
With a million and more perfectly good 
Germans sacrificed to the Hohenzol- 
lern ambition, there was a pleasant zest 
of surprise in the news that Berlin was 
interested in prolonging human life. 
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Laurette Taylor, who has been play- 
ing “ Peg o’ My Heart” in London for 
over a year, is now on her way to this 
country. She has been obliged to take a 
complete rest, owing to a nervous con- 
dition brought about through playing 
the part of Peg over 1,000 times, and by 
the recent Zeppelin attacks on the city 
of London.—Dramatic gossip. 

A double strain. Persons with 4 
sense of discernment may detect in this 
a particularly neat compliment to the 
author of “ Peg o’ My Heart.” 


It’s all right. What if the war has 
brought loss and suffering and priva- 
tion into upwards of five million Euro- 
pean homes; tending the wounded in 
Russian hospitals has cured the Czarina 
of her melancholy. 


If all the male persons who answer 
to the name of “Colonel” could be 
mobilized in one compact body, the 
problem of military preparedness would 


be solved right there. 
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Drawn by Nelson Greene 


° EUROPE’S YULE LOG 
(Christmas, 1915) 
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Christmas—1915 


By Ricnarp LE GALLIENNE 


MERRY Christmas! . . . Yes, in hell 
Never so merry a one befell, 
In all the years since Christ was born 
To save us, that first Christmas morn. 
Never so lost and lonely seemed 
The dream divine Lord Jesus dreamed. 


Peace and good will! Who’ll dare to say 
Those kind old words, this Christmas Day? 
Too like a foul Satanic sneer 

That benediction on the ear — 

Who’ll even have the heart to pray? 
And surely none with careless glee, 

With berries red and mistletoe, 

Shall laugh about the Christmas tree, 
Flouting the widow and her woe; 

And shame on the unthinking fool 

Who goes a-wassailing, this Yule! 


Rather, with ashes on its head, 
The world shall mourn its million dead; 
But more its own sick soul shall mourn. 


Be this our task, this Christmas Day — 
Not like the hypocrites to pray, 

Mincing old words we mean no more; 

But straightly of ourselves: demand, 
Manlike, as never man before: 

Which side to-day does the world stand — 
God’s or the Devil’s? Did Christ die 
Indeed in vain, and all his scheme 

To save us — was it but a dream? 


Better than live a “Christian”’ lie, 
Masking black lusts and hearts of stone — 
To bid the devil take his own. 





The Hyphen in Politics 
“The injection of the hyphen in Presidential and 


Congressional elections next year is strongly fore- 
shadowed by developments among German sympa- 


thizers ”>— News item 


[F this is true, Puck denounces it as the most 

dangerous symptom that has made itself evi- 
dent in American politics in a hundred years. If 
the German-Americans, or any other persons, 
vote against a candidate because they feel that 
his attitude toward any institution or problem, 
national or international, is not for the benefit of 
the United States, they are absolutely within 
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their rights as patriotic Americans. If, however, 
the German-Americans, or any other persons, 
vote against a candidate because they feel that 
his attitude is not for the benefit of some foreign 
country, they are all but guilty of treason. Pucx 
denounces the supporters of a movement to elect 
a candidate or to defeat a candidate on the 
ground of his foreign sympathies as not only un- 
American but as anti-American. Naturalized 
citizens who give support to such a movement 
are in themselves a terrible indictment against all 
naturalized citizens. By their own utterances 
they deny themselves the right to citizenship. If 
they use their vote, the expression of their citizen- 
ship, for the advantage not of America but of 
some foreign country, their vote is a denial of 
their right to American citizenship. 


MERICANS of German birth — consider. 
Are your motives American or are they 
treasonable? There is no middle ground. If you 
are to be guided in your choice of legislators or 
executives by what you feel is best for some foreign 
country, American institutions are in danger. 
Among the nations, America stands for an 
ideal — the ideal of a unified community of diverse 
peoples, differing in every conceivable way, but 
united on the one point of a common love of 
America and what it stands for — Democracy, 
liberality and liberty. The German element has 
been among the most valuable builders of Amer- 
ica. They have many a time given proof that 
they have truly comprehended the spirit of Amer- 
ica, and are worthy of the citizenship to which 
they have been admitted. Are they going to tear 
down the edifice which they have helped to rear? 
Are they going to disappoint us by showing that 
their dream and ours of America the melting-pot, 
America a people of all the peoples, is nothing but 
an idle dream and an impossibility? If America 
is what the hyphenates are trying to make it, a 
conglomeration of little groups, each tied to some 
foreign potentate, then America is a failure. It 
simply is not the America which it started out to 
be. Such a condition would mean that we would 
be compelled to confine American citizenship to 
certain strict limits, as do the European coun- 
tries. If we ever do,come to this, we might as well 
“close up shop.” We shall have ceased to justify 
our existence as a-free country, as the haven of all 
the oppressed of all countries. And yet it is just 
toward this that those naturalized citizens who 
put the interests of their native country above 
the interests of their chosen country, are forcing 


us. 
‘T° fight to the last ditch any man or candidate 

who urges his foreign sympathies as a means 
for getting votes — to fight such a man and the 
movement that he represents, whatever the politi- 
cal party to which he is attached — is our greatest 
duty. Such a man has no political party and 
should have no citizenship. He is in truth an 
“undesirable foreigner.” 
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(The Avutuor reads) 


Christmas! Christmas in the trenches! 

A mantle of white lay upon the edge of the man-made 
ditch, gleaming and glistening as it caught the rays of the 
cold December sun. An embroidery of snow fringed the 
trees, and under a canopy of white the far-off chateaux 
raised their proud head. The mighty river in front was 
motionless, for the finger of Death had laid its icy hand 
upon it. Above — the hard, blue sky stretching to eternity ; 
below — the white purity of innocence flecked with 
splotches of red. The trenches in the grip of 


winter! 
(Eprror: I like this. This is going to 
be good. A cold day, was it not? 

Autor: Very cold.) 


All at once the quiet of the morning 
was disturbed — not by the usual crash 
of the big guns as they intoned their 
requiem of death, but by a joyous 
paean of bells. Suddenly the air was 
filled with bells, all chanting together 
of peace and happiness, mirth and jollity —a frenzy of 
bells. 

In the trench, numb from his night of watching, Oliver 
Godow, with a cynical smile on his lips, listened to the splen- 
did irony of it all. 


(Eprror: Now we are really getting to the story, aren't 
we? 

Avtuor: Yes, all that went before was atmosphere. I 
wanted to make it clear that this is a Christmas story.) 


It was Christmas Day, so much at least was clear to him. 
With the cynical smile that was typical 
of all the Godows, Oliver pulled his uni- 
form closer about him and half uncon- 
sciously stroked the growth of beard upon 
his chins No one would recognize him now. 
His friends (as he had thought them) 
would pass by without a second glance. The 
women who had known him would draw 
their skirts away from him in horror. Even 
Lady Elizabeth 

Lady Elizabeth! ‘Fhe cause of it all! 


(Eprror: Ah, the feminine interest!) 








His thoughts flew back to that last scene, but twenty-four 
hours before, when they had parted, never to meet again. 
What use, without her love, to try to keep straight any more? 
Bereft of her guidance, Oliver had sunk stead- 
ily. Gambling, drink, morphia, the movies — he 
had taken to them all. Then, finally, in des- 
peration, he had sought seclusion in the army. 


(Evrror: Rather rapid, isn’t it? Twenty- 
four hours ago he had been —— 

Avutuor: You forgot that this is a sHorT 
story. 

Eprror: But you'll have to cut out the 

_ beard. 

Avutnor: Cut out nothing! I’m getting 
paid for this by the word. Besides, haven’t 
you heard of a man’s hair turning white in 
a single night? 


* 


ANOTHER OF THOSE CHRISTMAS STORIES 
(Vintage of 1915) 
By HERBERT TOLAN 


(NOTE—In order thoroughly to enjoy this or any other Christmas story, the 
reader must not make the mistake of looking at the pictures. They bear no 
relation to the text and are inserted merely because they have been cluttering 
up the Art Editor’s desk for eighteen years). 













Eprror: Certainiy; Eddie Foy used to have a song 
about it. 


Avutuor: Well, this is similar, only original. You 
can’t have heroes doing the same thing all the time. 


Eprror: Quite so, quite so. Go on.) 
Was it she 


(Eprtor: What’s the matter? 
Avtuor: To tell the truth, I’m stuck for a moment. I 
don’t know what to do with Oliver for ten hours. 
Eprror: Couldn’t you let him travel in a Ford? 
om, Avutuor: This isn’t a tragic story. The point is, that 
I want to have him outside a certain hospital forty 
miles away at eight o’clock that evening. 
Epiror: If I were Oliver I’d start at 
once. 
Avutuor: No, I have it.) 

As he sat there his thought flew over 
the bridge of years, and he was wafted 
on the wings of memory to other and 
happier Yuletides. The Christmas 
when he had eaten too much plum pud- 
ding — the Christmas when he fell in 
the Canal — the Christmas when there was ptemaine in the 
turkey Ten hours passed rapidly thus. 








He was 


The 








(Eprtor: Hold on a minute. This is a Christmas story. 
When are you coming to the robin? We've got to have 
one. Anda punch-bowl, and a turkey, and a Christmas 
tree. I’ve already arranged with an artist for the pic- 
tures and I distinctly remember mentioning these things. 

Avtnor: I’ll see what I can do about it. I’ve rung in 
everything else that’s necessary, I can assure you. I’ve 
got Lady Elizabeth togged up as a Red 

‘Cross nurse and she tends Oliver when 
he is brought in wounded after winning 
the Victoria Cross by clubbing a dozen 
Germans to death with his empty cart- 
ridge belt. There’s mistletoe and holly in 
the hospital — so that’s all right. Then 
there’s a fatherless little French girl to 
supply the kid interest that every Christ- 
mas story needs, and I’ve got a punch 
at the end that’s just what you like. 

Eprtor: Fine! Let’s hear it. Skip the rest. It’s what 
we've used for the past twenty years, so it must be what 
we want now. .Let me hear the punch.) 





With a gesture of infinite compassion she stopped him. 

“Then let us forgive each other,” she said with a daz- 
zling smile. “ It is Christmas Day, Oliver!” 

He folded her in his arms. “ Listen,” he said. She 
listened. 

From afar off the bells began to ring. A message of hope. 
It was Christmas Day! 


(Evrror: Fine! But I thought it was Christmas 
Day when you started. 

Avutuor: I’m sorry, but it must end like that. I 
must have bells. 

Eprror: Then why not the twenty-fourth when the 
story opens? 

Avtuor: No! That would spoil the atmosphere of 
the first paragraph. Let’s leave it as it is. 

Eprror: Oh, very well. But some of your story 
doesn’t fit the pictures at all. 

_Avutuor: Sorry; I can’t work in a hurry. 

Eprror: Yes, I know. The artist said the samé 
thing. I must manage somehow. Rotten weather for 
August, isn’t it?) 
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\ TIMELY QUESTION 


Sainr Nick: After all. are these in the spirit of ¢ hristmas ¢ 
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A Christmas Address 


To Hear It in Fut, ATrenpD THE CuHRIsT- 
MAS EXERCISE OF ANY SUNDAY SCHOOL 
“Well, my little friends, for I hope 

I may call you my friends (prolonged 

and ingratiating smile), you have no 

idea how much pleasure it affords me 
to be with you here to-night. I am like 
the little girl in the story. She is 





(Tells an old yarn and gets away 
with it.) 


“ Now I am not going to burden the 
heads of you little ones with a lot of 
solemn things on such an occasion as 
this. Especially, since I know that you 
are eager to have those beautiful boxes 
of candy and other goodies distributed 
without loss of time. I will only say 
this i 





(Puts over a bunch of perfectly safe 
advice.) 


“T wonder if you boys appreciate 
what a really delightful Sunday School 
home you have here. As I sat on this 
platform to-night and looked around 
this pleasant room with its nice furni- 
ture and its bright lights, I could not 
help contrasting it with the Sunday 
School room I used to sit in when a boy. 
There, instead of * 





(Three minutes devoted to dismal 
details.) 


“Yess children, those were hard 
days, but I sometimes wonder whether 
you boys and girls of the present age 
are not blessed with too many comforts 
and luxuries. You must not let them 
make you soft in body or soft in spirit. 
You must remember that the main ob- 
ject of the Sunday School is not to give 
you this candy or this delightful enter- 
tainment at Christmas time, but to fit 
you for the great battle which you all 
must fight, the battle of 
































UNSEASONABLE 
" Has it occurred to you, Edward, that this 
is abnormally warm weather for the Christ- 
mas Holidays?” 











(Does his best to make the kids for- 
get that they are having a good time.) 


“And now, as I see several little 
heads nodding and as it is growing very 
much later than I had intended to let 
it, I shall retire in favor of your kind 
superintendent, who, I have good reason 
to believe, is about to order the dis- 
tribution of the goodies that old Santa 
has left. I am sure you would pre- 
fer that to any more of me.” 


(Utter and convincing absence of 
shouts of “No, no! Go on!”) 





This is the season of the year when 
the young girls stand under the mistle- 
toe. Father, who has the Christmas 
bills to pay, frequently feels as though 
he were standing under the Yule Log. 





” 


“What is the use of this article? 
asked a shopper. 

“T really don’t know,” replied the 
clerk; “I think it is intended to be 
sold for a Christmas present.” 

Shop late and the world shops with 
you; shop early and you shop alone. 
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CHRISTMAS DOLLS 


Drawn by John La Gatta 





Heard in Every Household 


“What you got me for Christmas 
was lovely, dear, but I just happen ‘to 
have one very nearly like it. You don’t 
mind if I change it for something else, 
do you?” 

“Why, no. 
the least.” 


Of. course not. Not in 


(Later) 
“ Humph! I wish people would keep 
what I give them once in a while.” 












’ 


ie: Beare 


WHY SANTA WAS LATE 


THE Janitor: Now then, you! D’yer see 
that sign? Next time I adh yer on the roof, 
I'll have yer pinched! Get me? 
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ICTOR and Karl sat in the café of 
the Lafayette, playing dominoes. 
Secretly they detested the puerile game 
with its brittle noises. But they feared 
war talk and checkers no longer ap- 
pealed to them. It was midday of a 
sunny Christmas, the kind of weather 
described as “ graveyard” by cheerful 
pessimists. The two young men yawned. 
Simultaneously, they shoved aside the 
bones and said: ‘“ Where shall we eat 
our Christmas dinner? ” 

About them were clusters of men 
drinking, but they couldn’t divert the 
attention of the pair. Victor stared at 
Karl; Karl regarded Victor somewhat 
moodily. What next? Then Victor 
spoke: “If this blithering war were 
only over! I saw in the paper this 
morning He was interrupted by 
Karl, who remarked: “ I never read the 
newspapers, not even the headlines.” 

In a moment they were in the thick 
of the argument, faces close together, 
red with wrath, irritation in their ac- 
cents. All the old scores were re- 
hearsed. Battles, defeats and victories, 
death and disaster, horrid events and 
suffering humanity were reeled off as 
if in moving and talking pictures. 
Their cocktails were forgotten, yet no 
one paid them the slightest notice, 
for the reason that every other man 
Jack in the room was engaged in the 
same sort of polemic. 

Suddenly, the friends were silent. A 
guilty expression crept over their in- 
genuous countenances. Yes, guilty, for 
had they not sworn a hundred times to 
avoid the eternal subject? They were 
good friends, both born in New York 
and staunch patriots. But one was 
named Victor, after a French grand- 
father, and he believed it to be his duty 
to side with the Allies; while Karl, 
whose mother’s father had emigrated 
from Bavaria, thought he had just rea- 
son for whooping up the German cause. 
During the first year they had wran- 
gled interminably ; but after the second 
year began, the pace told. The abso- 
lute futility of settling the momentous 
question was apparent to them, so an 
armed truce was agreed upon; and this 
bright Christmas morn saw them on 
the point of breaking it. 

They sipped their drinks and re- 
flected. Karl spoke first: 
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“ Hello, there! Victor, wake up! I’ve 
a scheme. Let us dine as neutrals to- 
day, and forget war gabble of all sorts. 
What d’ye say?” 

Victor nodded: “ But what do you 
call ‘ neutral?’ ” he queried. 

“I mean,” responded the other, 

“ that we go over to Liichow’s.” 

“ And eat a German Christmas din- 
ner?” ironically demanded Victor. 

“Hold on, there! Wait till I’m 
through. After we finish dinner we 
shall go for a walk and return here 
this evening for a second dinner, a 
French Christmas dinner. Then we 
may compare notes and the dinner that 
doesn’t give us indigestion is the win- 
ner. See! A battle of the chefs.” 

“T’ve got you,” exclaimed Victor, 
and, paying their bill, they left. 

The plump little violin wizard from 
Vienna was making chills and thrills 
run up and down the backs of his audi- 
tors at Liichow’s when the two young 
men entered and were lucky enough to 
secure a table. Victor noted with ap- 
proval that the language spoken was 
largely English, that while there were 
plenty of Germans present, the Ameri- 
can type of business man predominated ; 
above all, American women were to be 
seen. He pricked up his ears expect- 
ing to hear some “ hymn of hate,” but 
he only heard the waiter’s voice: “ Yes, 
sir, roast goose stuffed with sauerkraut. 
Two orders, sir! Yes, sir.” 

Victor shuddered. His dream of 
neutrality was about to be shattered. 
What hyphenated stomach — his hap- 
pened to be a Franco-American one — 
could stand such a Teutonic combina- 
tion as goose stuffed with sauerkraut? 

“Parbleu!” he muttered in his 
best South Washington Square French, 
“ Karl is trying to poison me.” 

‘Karl reassured him. 

“ Wait till you’ve tried the combina- 
tion. The sauerkraut, which is only 
sour cabbage, a veritable broom for 
sluggish livers, robs the rich goose of 
its greasiness. Ach! your Gallic chefs 
know a lot— but when it comes to 
solid, satisfying things to eat, why, the 
Teuton is your man.” 

However, when two glorious, smok- 
ing portions of goose appeared the odor 
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sent his palate to making tiny rills. It’s 
for Karl’s sake, not for German cook- 
ing, that I'll abuse myself by eating the 
mixture, he thought. He did so abuse 
himself; once, twice, thrice. He gob- 
bled the filling, he swallowed huge 
draughts of Dutch Pilsner (from Am- 
sterdam), and he ate, with tears of joy 
in his eyes, imported German potatoes, 
and Yankee apple sauce on the side. A 
Czardas filled the spaces of the estab- 
lishment with its vertiginous music. 
Karl and Victor sipped their coffee — 
they had punished several slices of 
Viennese apple tart—and_ smoked. 
Victor sighed. After all, the war 
was cruel. It deprived him of Rus- 
sian caviar, and Karl of his beloved 
Bohemian Pilsner. ‘ Himself,” as they 
say in Dublin, the only August Liichow, 
sauntered to the table and after the 
customary salutation of the season, he 
asked them how they had liked their 
Christmas dinner. They smiled. 

“‘T knew you would enjoy the goose,” 
continued the food impresario. “ No 
one can cook a goose stuffed with sauer- 


‘kraut like an American chef.” 


The two friends fled into Union 
Square, thence to Broadway and park- 
wards. Was their duel of digestion 
to be foiled by American atrocities? 

Flushed by their miles of walking, 
they found themselves at 8 p.m. again 
in the café of the Lafayette, which was 
once upon a time a haunt of Robert 
Louis Stevenson’s—no dominoes for 
them this time, only dry sherry. They 
must have put away a pint of the appe- 
tizer when the idea of a French Christ- 
mas dinner flooded their consciousness. 

“Of course, Karl,” said Victor in his 
most amiable manner, “it’s my turn 
now. You paid for the first, I shall 
pay for the second dinner, I insist.” 

Karl prided himself on his epigram- 
matic speech. 

“ Peace on earth to men of good will, 
and fixtures — particularly the fix- 
tures,” he retorted. 

Victor wagged his young head. 

“I have always admired the girl 
who said to me: ‘I’d rather be dead 
than careful,’ though probably the 
woman who first said it was Eve 
Adams, of the old firm of Adam and 
Eve, at Paradise on the Euphrates.” 

Karl’s features darkened. “ There 























is no mention of girls in our contract. 
A table!” and he led the way into the 
hospitable dining-room, to the balcony, 
where they were welcomed by no less 
a person than Raymond. 

But Karl was ill at ease. That goose 
still lay heavily on his conscience, 
despite their brisk walk in the Bronx. 
And now, more food. . . . What 
would /he do if somebody sang the 
“ Marseillaise ” ? 

Victor appeared in high spirits and 
ordered turkey stuffed with truffles, 
escarcle salad, cranberry sauce, and a 
quart of LaRosa. 

“Talk about your German cookery, 
wait till the French cuisine storms your 
trenches!” he joyfully cried. 

Karl raised a deprecating hand. 

“ Really, my dear chap! you make 
me qualmish. After such a meal as the 
one we had i? 

The turkey arrived. Its skin was a 
Rembrandtish brown, the crackling a 
veritable study in still-life. Karl ceased 
his lamentation, and soon the only 
music audible was the snapping of 
jaws and the gurgling of wine. 

“It’s a feast fit for the gods,” ad- 
mitted Karl. 

Victor beckoned to Raymond. They 
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smoked Hoyas de Monterey, and Vic- 
tor congratulated Raymond on his chef. 
The host whispered something in Vic- 
tor’s ear, who forced a laugh. 

“What did he say to make you so 
green in the gills?” rudely asked Karl, 
when they were alone. 

“ Let’s get out of here and go up to 
Jack’s for a liqueur,” was the answer. 

“T’m with you. I always did like 
the Irish.” 

After they reached the University 
Place sidewalk, Victor solemnly placed 
his hand on Karl’s chest: “ Karl, can 
you guess what Raymond told me? He 
said the reason the turkey stuffed with 
truffles was so good was because it was 
cooked by a New Engiand girl. 

Karl groaned as they resumed their 
winding way. 

No doubt now about their feelings. 


They were unpleasant. Their gus- 
tatory debauch might~ have conse- 
quences. 


The goose and turkey had begun the 
fight for stomachic supremacy, and the 
boys thought they could even detect the 
truffles sneering at the sauerkraut. 
They were both pale and harassed as 
they faced the bar at Jack’s, with 
Peter, the blond gossoon, behind it. 


“What will you have, gentlemen?” 
demanded Peter. 

The old racial rancors blazed up from 
the smouldering Christmas dinners. 

“ T’ll take kiimmel,” grunted Karl. 

“Give me absinth frappé,” cackled 
Victor. 

“No war, please!” interrupted Peter, 
tartly. ‘You had better take beer, 
the pair of you, and then go riglit 
home.” 

Peter evidently knew his men. Jack, 
still the handsomest man in his profes- 
sion, approached: “ Gentlemen, I wish 
you the compliments of the season, but 
it’s time to close the bar.” 

“ But, Jack, we must drink your 
health once,” they expostulated. They 
drank American-brewed ale. 

“ Amerika ueber alles!” declaimed 
Karl (hang that turkey !). 

“ Vive l’Amerique!” chanted Victor 
(damn that goose!). 

Then they effusively shook hands 
with Peter and, slightly unsteady on 
their pins, wended their path home- 
ward. But they never again alluded to 
their war bet. They were sick for a 
week and the theme was therefore 
tabooed. Ever after they loudly praised 
neutral cookery. 
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ANP now it is a good time to stop for 

a moment at the top of this hill — 
throw out the clutch, and take a look at 
the machine. Take a look first at the 
speedometer — how far have we come 
during the past year? This is impor- 
tant. Then take a look at the engine. 
In what condition have we arrived? 
This is more important. Our purpose 
in the tour up the hills and down the 
valleys should be not only to get to a 
certain place by a certain time, but to 
get there in a certain condition, with the 
light of a sane joy in our eyes and in 
our heart the glow of content. 

If we have been able to see as we 
sped along the highway of life, the 
littse red cottage and its garden patch 
by the side of the road, if we have felt 
the pleasant sadness that comes of 
watching the fall of yellow leaves, if 
we have been able to hear above the 
steady whirr of the engine, the laughter 
of little children at play, and take com- 
fort in the fragrant scent of old-time 
orchard lanes at twilight, then we can 
well afford the loss of a few dizzy 
miles on the face of the speedometer. 





What people want usually prevents 
them from enjoying what they have. 


By- C. ROY DICKINSON 


This Christmas spirit is a whole lot 
like sprinkling the front yard in the 
spring. You can’t spread happiness all 
over the place without getting a few 
drops at least on yourself. 





Men who fail get very little sym- 
pathy from those who never try. 





A multitude of solemn trifles, a quan- 
tity of rubbish, and a little truth — the 
mixture is life. 





Many a man who can show on re- 
quest character letters signed by a 
majority of the ministers in his town, 
couldn’t get one from his janitor or 
chauffeur on a bet. 





Each one of us tries hard to make his 
little mouse-squeak heard for a moment 
in the big black garret of eternity. 


Happiness consists of dreams atop a 
Fifth Avenue bus for those who still 
have hope —an easy chair in a club 
before an open fire for those who know 
better. 





Misfortunes can be sweetened if they 
can’t be overcome by philosophy, and 
the wise man is he who can find some- 
thing to enjoy even in a New Year’s 
visit to the dentist’s. 


The only trouble with the horn of 
plenty is that it starts some men on a 
tremendous toot. 





A man is never as old as he feels the 
morning after New Year’s Eve. 





Stones and sticks never get thrown 
at a chestnut tree with no burrs. Presi- 
dents that don’t do anything seldom get 
knocked. ‘‘ What I would have done if 
I'd been there” has been the cry of 
the disappointed man from the Garden 
of Eden to the last World’s Series. 

(Oyster Bay Papers Please Copy.) 





Experience is the homely nurse in the 
big hospital of wisdom. 





If you want a real time on Christmas 
Eve, get out your old Jimmy pipe, light 
a fire in the grate, put “ Heilige Nacht” 
on the Victrola — and then read Dick- 
ens’ Christmas Carol. Talk to Old 
Scrooge and Marley’s Ghost, and sit 
around a while looking for the old 
familiar faces and the fancies that come 
only on Christmas Eve when the fire 

-burns low. And this, I believe, is the 
best Christmas wish I can think of for 
you. 


THOSE DECEPTIVE SHORT SKIRTS 
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Toy-DeparTMENT Santa CLavus: Well, my little dear, and what 
would you like for Christmas ? 
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Drawn by Barksdale Rogers 


His Lirrte Dear: Sir!! 



































JUST FOR A CHANGE 
No other publication would print these pictures, so we had to print them ourselves 
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Just for a change, the poor little boy gets everything he asked for 
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Drawn by Rodney Thomson 





Just for a change, the rich little boy doesn’t get a thing 
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The Ideal Heroine * 


She wears only black stockings. 

She never refers to her physiology: 
never, for example, says she is losing 
or gaining “ flesh,” never refers to her 
“pet corn,” never alludes to the con- 
dition at the moment of her stomach, 
never speaks of tonsils which she will 
have to have cut. 

She never talks during music. Or 
break fast. 

If she likes and eats sausage, she 
does so in private and lets no one know 
it. 

She smiles, but never laughs. 

Her fingernails are cut short, not 
pointed. And at least four days a 
week, are clean. 

She washes her hair every morning 
with soap that is not scented. 

She is not overkind to her parents. 
Frankly, periodically they irritate her 
and regularly they bore her. 

She realizes that, while men are sen- 
sible enough creatures when with their 
fellows, they instantaneously, when 
they came into the company of women, 
metamorphose themselves into dam- 
phools—and so she avoids them. 
However, she does not read Dostoiev- 
sky. In point of fact she thinks he is 
that dancer in the Russian ballet. 

She believes that roasted chestnuts 
smell better than Mary Garden per- 
fume. 

She never wears transparent sleeves. 

She is always just a bit sleepy. 

When you ask her something, she 
looks into your eyes for just the frac- 
tion of a second—and then quickly 
away again — before replying. 

She always says “ yes.” 





Nothing that has been done, but can 
be done again. For example: the the- 
atregoing public. 





Two and two make four. One and 
one make two. Nothing and nothing 
make a successful Broadway drama. 





a 
While playing “ War Brides ” at the 





*On and off. 
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By GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


Orpheum Theatre in St. Paul several 
weeks ago, Madame Nazimova, notic- 
ing a man in the audience yawn, re- 
fused to continue and ordered that the 
curtain be lowered at once. 

Hint to New York theatregoers: 
One may (sub rosa) provoke a yawn — 
or at least something that will look 
like a yawn — by tickling the Adam’s 
apple with the first finger. , 





One cannot eat one’s cake and have 
it; one cannot go to the theatre and be 
amused at the same time. 

Synonyms for lover (third angle of 
the stage triangle): (1) lounge-lizard; 
(2) Chopinhead; (3) M. Sen-Sen; (4) 
Kuppenheimer. 

The playwright who essays to step 
out upon the stage and make a speech 
to his audience usually makes of him- 
self a ridiculous figure. The public is 
not in the least concerned with him; 
he has no business before it; he is 
meant to be seen, heard and met with 
only in private life. The same argu- 
ment may be applied to actors. They 
should never be seen, heard or met 
with off the stage. 





Nevertheless, once let the book pub- 
lishers deliver one of those pretty. lit- 
tle Irish girl ushers along with the 
printed play and the last claim of the 
theatre to the attention of the civilized 
and intelligent auditor will have van- 
ished. 





Constructive critic: one who builds 
up the advertising revenue. 


The Coldfeet Guards 
or 


Why Smythe Left Home 


At the Manhattan Opera House the 
management recently sought to make 
“Madam Butterfly ” more effective by 
having the leading role sung by a Japa- 
nese. The next thing we know some 
daring theatrical manager will be at- 
tempting the same sort of trick by hav- 
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Puppee Shop 





ing an American play performed by 
American actors. 





Why Not? 

At the bottom of the programs of 
the music shows, one observes regu- 
larly the crediting of the dresses to 
Schneider-Anderson or Lucile or some- 
one else, of the wigs to Hepner, the 
shoes to Cammeyer, the hats to Joseph, 
the stockings to Peck, the hair orna- 
ments to the Orientalis Gem Company, 
the gloves to Centeméri, the petticoats 
to the Heatherbloom Company and the 
lingerie to Lord and Taylor. But why 
stop here? Why not let the program 
go on and credit the busts to the 
Michelin Tire Company, the legs to 
Knabe, the teeth to the Tonopah-Ex- 
celsior Gold Mine, the complexions to 
Daggett and Ramsdell and the tum- 
mies to Madam Helga Swensen, Swed- 
ish Masseuse. 





I have just heard that Mr. Joseph 
Urban was alone responsible for the 
scenic beauties of the Ziegfeld Follies. 
And I had given all the credit to papa 
and mama! 





Something seemingly never remem- 
bered by dramatists when writing love 
scenes: the more a young woman really 
loves a man the less talkative, the more 
silent, she is in his presence. . . - 
Only women over thirty are chatty be- 
fore the object of their affection. 





Farces fall into two classes: those 
in which’ the leading male character 
implores “ Let me explain!” and the 
leading female character tartly replies, 
“That’s the best thing you do,” and 
those in which the leading male char- 
acter’s evening dress socks have white 
clocks on them. 





The one big ambition of nine out of 
every ten American playwrights is, in 
the argot of the theatre, to “ get over 
the footlights.” The one big ambition 
of nine out of every ten audiences is 
exactly the same! 
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Let others keep the beaten track, 
The straight and narrow path of fears, 
Like timid travelers looking back 
At any sound that meets their ears ; 
Shall I, because some neighbor jeers, 
Follow the same dull road as he; 
Or steer the coward course he steers — 
The lure of the road unknown for me 





A hickory stick, a shouldered pack, 
Bread and a book, the wine that cheers, 
The sun and moon for almanack, 
The planets leaning on their spears, 
A bush for inn as twilight nears, 
And somewhere through it all the sea; 
Afoot again as morning peers — 
The lure of the road unknown for me. 


When comes the fatal click and clack 
Of Time’s relentless iron shears, 
When the thin ice of life goes crack, 
And the black gulf beneath uprears, 
And all the kind world disappears ; 
Still, as of old, my cry shall be, 
Somewhere high up amid the spheres — 
The lure of the road unknown for me. 








Dear Prince, the old romantic years 
Were filled with glory, girls and glee; 
But, though I love them through my tears — 
The lure of the road unknown for me. 








A Christmas Letter 


Dearest Puy us: Pray remember, 
when you're making up the list of your 
presents for December (unless I am to 
be missed), that I’ve slippers, picture 
brackets, smoking sets of various types, 
half a dozen smoking jackets, thirty- 
seven meerschaum pipes! Twenty pat- 
ent ‘‘ Kid Glove Menders,” collar boxes 
by the score; of embroidered silk sus- 
penders forty-’leven pairs or more! 
That each year since I am twenty I’ve 
received a paper-weight; have pen- 
wipers, inkstands plenty, paper cutters 
— twenty-eight. That I’ve Browning 
and L ongfellow by the hundreds — 
every kind; Shakespeare — black, and 
blue, and yellow; Milton till I’M near- 
ly blind! 

So there’s just one present only that 
I'm wanting in this year of my bach- 
elorship so lonely —that’s yourself, 
my Phyllis, dear. 


Hints from the Woman’s Page 


Don’t throw away your old 
Gilded and tied with ribbon, they make 
very pretty ————s. 

For father, brother or sweetheart’s 
Christmas, nothing is more appropriate 
than a of 

A very dainty ———— 
of and 
ing of ———. 

A ——— makes a nice Christmas gift 
for an elderly lady. 


a 
The World’s Greatest Men 


Moses, Joshua, Alexander the Great, 
Cesar, Charlemagne, Napoleon, Wash- 
ington, Lincoln 

And the college freshman, home for 
his Christmas holidays. 
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may be made 
with an edg- 











Drawing by C. B. Falis 


Puckerings 
Speaking editorially of Public Serv- 
ice Commissioner, the Hon. Ed. McCall, 
our neighbor the Times remarks ur- 
banely: “To hold on desperately as 
long as he can—and that may not be 


‘long — is but to reillustrate an unfor- 


tunate temperamental want of sensi- 
This is the politest way we 
have ever seen of saying that a man 
has “ a hide like a rhinoceros.” 


tiveness.” 





A police official advises women shop- 
pers that the best place for them to 
carry money is in their stockings. It 
surely is — if a woman wants some one 
else to pay her carfare. 


We have searched through the papers 
diligently, but we can’t find out for the 
life of us who is to be cheer-leader at 
the coming Inter-Collegiate Chess 
Match. 











(EXPLANATORY NOTE—In writ- 
ing this I ought to explain that I am 
a tottering old man of forty-five. I was 
born too soon to understand moving pic- 
tures. They go too fast. I can’t keep 
up. In my young days we used a magic 
lantern. It showed Robinson Crusoe in 
six scenes. It took all evening to show 
them. When it was done the hall was 
filled full with black smoke and the 
audience quite unstrung with excite- 
ment. What I set down here repre- 
sents my thoughts as I sit in front of a 
moving picture photoplay and interpret 
it as best I can.) 


‘LICK, flick, flick . . . I guess 
F it must be going to begin now, 
but it’s queer the people don’t stop 
talking: how can they expect to hear 
the pictures if they go on talking. 

Now it’s off. Passep sy THE Boarp 
oF Ah, this looks interesting — 
passed by the board of — wait till I 
adjust my spectacles and read what 
it 








It’s gone. Never mind, here’s some- 
thing else, let me see — Cast or Cuar- 
acters — Oh, yes — let’s see who they 
are —Madeline Meadowlark. A young 
something — Edward Dangerfield, a — 
a what? Ah, yes, a roo —at least, it’s 
spelt r-o-u-é, that must be roo all right 
— But wait: till I see what that is 
that’s written across the top — Mave t- 
INE MEADOWLARK, OR, ALONE IN' A 
Great City. I see, that’s the title of 
it. I wonder which of the characters 
is alone. I guess not Madeline: she'd 
hardly be alone in a place like that. I 
imagine it’s more likely Edward Dan- 
gerous the Roo. A roo would prob- 
ably be alone a good deal, I should 
think. Let’s see what the other char- 
acters are — JouHn Ho.prast, a some- 
thing, Farmer MerapowrarKk, Mrs. 
Meapow ark, his something 

Pshaw, I missed the others, but never 
mind; flick, flick, it’s beginning — 
What's this? A bedroom, eh! Looks 
like a girl’s bedroom — pretty poor 
sort of place. I wish the picture would 
keep still. a minute—in Robinson 
Crusoe it all stayed still and one could 
sit and look at it, the blue sea and the 
green palm trees and the black foot- 
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prints in the yellow sand — but this 
blamed thing keeps rippling and flicker- 
ing all the time— Ha! there’s the 
girl herself — come into her bedroom, 
My! I hope she doesn’t start to un- 
dress in it— that would be fearfully 
uncomfortable with all these people 
here. No, she’s not undressing — she’s 
gone and opened the cupboard. What's 
that she’s doing — taking out a milk 
jug and a glass — empty, eh? I guess 
it must be, because she seemed to hold 
it upside down. Now she’s picked up a 
sugar bowl — empty, too, eh? — and a 
cake tin, and that’s empty— What 
on earth does she take them all out for 
if they’re empty? Why can’t she speak? 
I think — hullo— who’s this coming 
in? Pretty hard looking sort of woman 
— what’s she got in her hand? — some 
sort of paper, I guess — she looks like 
a landlady, I shouldn’t wonder if . . . 

Flick, flick! Say! Look there on 


the screen: 
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down low: that was the way in Robin- 
son Crusoe Flick, flick! 

Hullo! where on earth is this—farm- 
house, I guess—must be away up- 
state somewhere — who on earth are 
these people? Old man — white whis- 
kers — old lady at a spinningwheel — 
see it go, eh? Just like real! And a 
young man — that must be John Hold- 
fast — and a girl with her hand in his. 
Why! Say! it’s the girl, the same girl, 
Madeline — only what’s she doing 
away off here at this farm— how did 
she get clean back from the bedroom 
to this farm? Flick, flick, what’s this. 








NO, JOHN, I CANNOT MARRY 
YOU. I MUST DEVOTE MY 
LIFE TO MY MUSIC, 














YOU OWE ME THREE 
WEEKS’ RENT. 











Oh, I catch on! That’s what the 
landlady says, eh? Say! that’s a 
mighty smart way to indicate it, isn’t 
it? I was on to that in a minute — 
flick, flick — hullo, the landlady’s van- 
ished — what’s the girl doing now — 
say, she’s praying! Look at her face! 
Doesn’t she look religious, eh? 

Flick, flick ! 

Oh, look, they’ve put her face, all by 
itself, on the screen. My! what a big 
face she’s got when you see it like that. 

She’s in her room again — she’s tak- 
ing off her jacket— by Gee! She is 
gging to bed! Here, stop the machine, 
it doesn’t seem Flick, flick! 

Well, look at that! She’s in bed, all 
in one flick, and fast asleep! Some- 
thing must have broken in the machine 
and missed out a chunk. There! she’s 
asleep all right — looks as if she was 
dreaming. Now it’s sort of fading, I 
wonder how they make it do that? I 
guess they turn the wick of the lamp 
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Who says that? What music? 
Here stop 
It’s all gone. What’s this new 


place? Flick, flick, looks like a street. 





Say! see the street-car coming along — 


well! say! isn’t that great? A street- 
car! And here’s Madeline, how on 
earth did she get back from the old 
farm all in a second? Got her street 
things on — that must be music under 
her arm—I wonder where — hullo, 
—who’s this man in a silk hat and 
swell coat? Gee! he’s well dressed. 
See him roll his eyes at Madeline! 
He’s lifting his hat — I guess he must 
be Edward Something, the Roo — only 
a Roo could dress as well as he does ~ 
he’s going to speak to her 








SIR, I DO NOT KNOW YOU. 
LET ME PASS. 











Oh, I see! The Roo mistook her; he 
thought she was somebody that he 
knew! And she wasn’t! I catch on! 
It gets easy to understand these pic- 
tures once you're on. 

Flick, flick Oh, say, stop! I 
missed a piece — where is she? Out- 
side a street door — she’s pausing a 
moment outside — that was lucky her 
pausing like that—it just gave me: 

(Continued on page 80.) 
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Painted by W. FE. Hill 


A BACHELOR’S CHRISTMAS SOCK 
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Just Some Little Thing 
I. 
“WELL, I know one thing,” said 
Mrs. Bustler, with great em- 
phasis, “ I’m not going to worry myself 
this Christmas wondering what different 
people would like. I am going to asx 
them pointblank what they want.” 
II. 

“What do you want for Christmas, 
Father?” 

“Oh, just some little thing, Daugh- 
ter.” 

“And what do you want, Mother? 
Can you help me out?” 

“Oh, just some little thing, my 


dear. Nothing much.” 

“And you, Aunt Mary? What 
would you like?” 

“Oh, just some little thingy Some 


little thing.” 

“ And how about you, Aunt Sarah?” 

“Me? Oh, I don’t know. Just 
some little thing.” 

“ And what do you think the Baby 
would like? What shall I get for 
him?” 

“Oh, don’t spend much. Just some 
little thing.” 

III. 

“Oh, goodness,” said Mrs. Bustler, 
“TI do wish people would be more 
definite. I ask them what they want 
for Christmas and they don’t give me 
any kind of an idea. It’s just awful 
trying to guess what people will like.” 

“Isn’t it!” cried Mrs. Gadder, her 
dearest friend. “ And, by the way, that 
reminds me. I want to get you some- 
thing for Christmas. Will you give me 
some sort of a notion as to what you'd 
like? ” 

Mrs. Bustler beamed a smile. 

“That’s awfully nice of you, I’m 
sure,” she cooed, “ but really, I don’t 
know. Just some little thing.” 





“What do you expect for Christ- 
mas?” 
“My wife’s relatives.” 
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STRICTLY MODERN 
Sue: Do you mind if I smoke? 


He: Oh, please do! I like the smell of it. 


my sisters smoke. 
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Painted by Archie Guun 


Twas the night before Christmas, and all through the house 


Not a creature was stirring, excepting — a mouse 


Don’t You Recognize It? 
¥ 


First, the Christmas tree is knocked 
down by a stray goat that runs in at 
the front door; then it is blown up by 
a giant cracker left over from last 
Fourth of July. The force of the ex- 
plosion blows Father out of the parlor 
window just in time to be kicked in a 
neighbor’s yard by a passing mule. 
The goat meanwhile eats up all the 
Christmas presents, and when pursued 
by the household, butts the whole fam- 
ily down the stairs. ‘“Oof!” remarks 
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the Family, as they strike the bottom 
step. 

No; nothing crazy about us; noth- 
ing whatever. We're simply giving 
you a brief scenario of the Christmas 
comic supplements. 





Po.ty (aged six): I really don’t think, 
mama, that Santa Claus is married. 
Mama: Why not, my dear? 

Potty: Just look at this doll he has 
left me. Its dress is verw evidently a 
man’s taste. 












filer Qhenen 


SO MYSTERIOUS 
Mrs. Knicker: Do you still keep up the Santa 
Claus mystery ? 


Mrs. De Vorce: Oh, yes, Genevieve doesn’t 
know which Papa he is 





Generous Little Freddie 
“FREDDY,” said Mrs. Gazzam to 

her little boy, about eleven o’clock 
on Christmas morning, “ you ought to 


be a very happy boy with all those 





i 


A « 
a # —— 
ESR Ae 
me AY N 
RAS 
RA) Ss 


am, 





Guo 


presents that have been sent you.” 

“Yes-m,” replied Freddy, as he 
pounded his new drum with heavy 
whacks. 

“ There are a great many little boys 
who haven’t even a single present to- 
day.” 

“Is that so?” asked Freddy. And 
he gave his watchman’s rattle an ex- 
cruciating twist. 

“In the hospital on the next street, 
Freddy, there are lots of children — 
poor, sick children, too — who haven't 
any cousins and uncles and aunts and 
grandparents to send them nice things.” 

“T’m sorry for them,” said Freddy. 
And he blew a blast on a shrill horn to 
display the extent of his sorrow. 

“So am I sorry for them, Freddy. 
Now, would you like to send them some- 
thing to show what a generous, dear 
little fellow Mama’s boy is?” 

“T s’pose so,” replied Freddy, in a 
hesitating tone. 

“ IT thought my little man would want 
to. He'll feel so glad that he has given 
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Drawn by Will Crawford 


CHRISTMAS AT OYSTER BAY 


Tue Micuty Hunter: A thousand pardons, my dear sir! I mistook it for a moose! 
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SEASONABLE MILLINERY 





pleasure to the poor, sick little boys 
and girls. Shall I make up a bundle? 
You really have a great many more toys 
than you want.” 

“Yes, Mama.” 

“Very well. I'll send that big tin 
horn that your Uncle Tom _ brought 
you this morning, and that drum that 
Grandpa told Santa Claus to put in 
your stocking, and the watchman’s rat- 
tle that Aunt Sue sent from Oshkosh, 
and the mouth-organ that you found in 
your stocking, and that accordion that 
came from the Wigginses, and the kazoo 
that Uncle William bought for you.” 

Freddy demurred a little, but his 
generosity was at stake. His noise- 
makers were bundled off to the hos- 
pital, and then Freddy’s Mama lay 
down to take a little nap and get out 
of her ears the din that had been gath- 
ering there since daybreak. 





Cause for Contentment 

“This will be a merry Christmas 
for me,” said the man whom his fel- 
low-citizens habitually described as a 
worthy - person - but - it’s - too - bad - 
he-has-so-little-faculty. 

“You see, I 

His glee was of the chastenedly-tri- 
umphant variety of one who is thank- 
ful for what hasn’t happened to him. 
y, managed to get all my last year’s 
Christmas presents paid for nearly 
two weeks ago.” 











Bitty: So yer didn’t git nuthin’ but 4 
jack-knife and a sled fer Christmas? 
Tommy: Yes. Dat’s all I got worth 
speaking of. Dere wuz a suit uv 
clothes, and an overcoat, and a hat or 
two, and some underclothes, and 4 
Bible, and other trifles like dat, not 
worth speaking of. 





































The Criminal Pedestrian 


To reduce the number of automobile 
accidents, the Police Commissioner will 
prosecute pedestrians who do not use 
due care in crossing the streets. 

—News item. 


VV BEN Jones, in a spirit of Ber- 
seker madness, 
Combined with a sense of deplorable 
haughtiness 
(Though, as for that, it may simply be 
naughtiness ) — 
We can’t distinguish false pride from 
mere badness ! 
Runs out in the highway with ges- 
tures athletic, 
Equipped —here’s a print that is 
almost pathetic — 
With merely the usual number of feet — 
(His inherent intention 
We might as well mention, 
Was simply to cross the uncrossable 
street. ) 
When Jones, as we’ve said in a man- 
ner most graphic, 
Attempts to pick holes in the all-hole- 
proof traffic, 
And, as a rebuke to the trespassing 
rover, 
Is gently knocked down and quite 
firmly run over 
By various wheels 
Of the automobiles 
That inhabit the earth and the fullness 
thereof, 
(And no doubt will inherit the heavens 
above), 
Then by all means, say we, in our best 
elocution, 
Seize Jones and subject him to stern 
prosecution ! 
The wretch has put kinks in the Con- 
stable’s system, 
Has tangled the traffic, delayed the 
elite, sir! 
Kept youths from their highballs — 
and gosh, how they missed ’em! 

















WHAT A GLASS BALL SAW 
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Drawn by Nelson Greene 


HIM WISE 


Tue ANTI-SUFFRAGIST: But, madam, you’re beaten, you know! I’ve just given you an 


awful wallop! 


Tue Surrracist: Why, my dear man, I’ve only just begun to fight! 


All this because Jones tried to traverse 
the street, sir. 
Well, Jones and his kind have been suf- 
fered too lightly, 
Too long and too lightly, 
Such things happen nightly — 
It’s time the authorities acted more 
sprightly ! 
It is not enough that we fracture their 
bonses, 
A bas the Pedestrians! 
the Joneses! 
Confine ’em, restrict ’em, 
And if we cannot collect fines from the 
Victim, 
Perhaps in this broadest and freest of 
nations, 
We might get a verdict against his re- 
lations ! —D. B. 


Down with 
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Blessed are the babies on Christmas; 
they can be put off with cheap candy. 


Buqus imascuerey |? 
AVERY RARE 
DONT TOUCH 
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BUGS EN BROCHETTE 


Tue Birp: Really, I have never seen a Christ- 
mas dinner so well served ! 








Quo 











THE GIRL HE LEFT BEHIND HIM 





Madeline of the Movies 
(Continued from page 22.) 


time to read EMPLOYMENT BU- 
REAU on the door. Gee! I read it 
quick. 

Flick, flick! Where is it now? — oh, 
I see, she’s gone in — she’s in there — 
this must be the Bureau. eh? There’s 
Madeline going up to a desk. 





NO, WE HAVE TOLD YOU 
BEFORE WE HAVE 
NOTHING 











Pshaw! I read too slow — she’s on 
the street again. Flick, flick! 

No, she isn’t—she’s back in her 
room —cupboard still empty —no 
milk — no sugar Flick, flick! 

Kneeling down to pray —my! but 
































she’s religious — flick, flick — now 
she’s on the street — got a letter in her 
hand — what’s the address Flick, 
flick ! 
“>> LY 
Gee! They’ve put it right on the 
screen! The whole letter! 


Flick, flick — here’s Madeline again 
on the street with the letter still in her 
hand — she’s gone to a letter box with 
it — why doesn’t she post it? What’s 
stopping her? 





I CANNOT TELL THEM OF MY 
FAILURE, IT WOUD BREAK 
THEIR 











Break their what? They slide these 
things along altogether too quick — 


anyway, she won't post it—I see — 
she’s torn it up Flick, flick! 

Where is it now? Another street — 
seems like evening — that’s a restau- 
rant, I guess—say it looks a swell 
place — see the people getting out of 
the motor and going in — and another 
lot right after them —there’s Made- 
line — she’s stopped outside the win- 
dow — she’s looking in — it’s starting 
to snow! Hullo! here’s a man coming 
along! Why, it’s the Roo, he’s stop- 
ping to talk to her, and pointing in at 
the restaurant Flick, flick! 

















“Where Shall I Go 
Tonight? 


A Directory of New York's 
- Leading Theatrical Offerings 











GEO. H 9 The., Bway. & 43rd St. 
M CO AN ~ Evenings at 8,15 
a Mats. Wed. & Sat. at 2.15 


Selwyn & Co. present 
Bayard Veiller's wholesome comedy 


From Irvin Cobb's 
B famous Judge 
Priest stories 








LET ME TAKE YOU IN HERE 
TO DINNER 











Oh, I see! The Roo says that! My! 
I’m getting on to the scheme of these 
things — the Roo is going to buy her 
some dinner! That’s decent of him. 
He must have heard about her being 
hungry up in her room — say, I’m glad 
he came along! Look, there’s a waiter 
come out to the door to show them in 
—what! she won’t go! Say! I don’t 
understand! Didn’t it say he offered 
to take her in? Flick, flick! 





I WOULD RATHER DIE THAN 
EAT IT. 











Gee! Why’s that? What are all the 
audience applauding for? I must have 
missed something! Flick, flick! 

Oh, blazes! I’m getting lost! Where 
is she now? Back in her room — flick, 


flick — praying — flick, flick! She’s out | 
flick, flick !—in the em- | 


on the street !— 
ployment bureau — flick, flick ! — out of 
it — flick — darn the thing! It changes 
too much — where is it all? What is it 
all ? Flick, flick! 

Now it’s back at the old farm — I 
understand that all right, anyway ! Same 
kitchen — same old man—same old 
woman — she’s crying — who’s this ? — 
man in a sort of uniform — oh, I see, 
rural postal delivery —oh, yes, he 
brings them their letters — I see 











NO, MR. MEADOWLARK, I AM 
SORRY, I HAVE STILL NO 
LETTER FOR YOU. 











Flick! It’s gone! Flick, flick — it’s 
Madeline’s room again — what’s she do- 
ing? — writing a letter? — no, she’s quit 
writing — she’s tearing it up 








I CANNOT WRITE. 
BREAK THEIR 


IT WOULD 











Flick — missed it again! Break their 
something or other Flick, flick ! 
Now it’s the farm again — oh, yes, 
(Continued on page 82.) 
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with Willis P. Sweatman, John Cope, and others. 
Evenings at 8:1. 


HARRI Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2:15 


Edgar Selwyn’s 
Melodramatic Comedy 
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Geo, M, Cohan’s Great American Farce 
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with Fred Niblo as “Billy Holliday” 
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NEW AMSTERDAM “1's 
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AROUND THE MAP 
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Drawn by R. Van Buren 
THE BIRDS’ CHRISTMAS GRACE 
“For that which we are about to receive, the Lord make us truly thankful” 
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Madeline of the Movies 
(Continued from page 380.) (ay 
that’s the young man John Holdfast — V7, 
he’s got a valise in his hand — he must | 
be going away — they’re shaking hands 
with him — he’s saying something 
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He’s off —there he goes through 
the gate — they’re waving good-bye — 
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flick — it’s a railway depot — flick — he Regimental Messes of India, KY 7 
it's New York—say! That's the iy areas ue 
Grand Central Depot! See the people 3) Vel 
buying tickets! My! isn’t it life-like? NS 4 
— and there’s John — he’s got here all nA al 
right — I hope he finds her room AV iN); 

The picture’s changed — where is it ae eal 
now? Oh yes, I see— Madeline and o4 ae 
the Roo — outside a street entrance to WS Ka 
some place — he’s trying to get her to iy Ap 
come in—what’s that on the door? 4 Me 
Oh, yes, dance hall Flick, flick! kJ ba 

Well, say, that must be the inside of is) CIGARETTES eh 
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the dance hall—they’re dancing — 
see, look, look, there’s one of the girls 


O that the Americans who have smoked our 
Vafiadis Cigarettes abroad may obtain them at 
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going to get up and dance on the table Y home, the Liggett & Myers Tobacco Company, t 
re oo ' , : 7 ie who import them, have also been entrusted with age. 
Flick! Darn it !— they've cut it off — oy) the responsibility of their production in the oy 
\it’s outside again — it’s Madeline and VB United States, for which purpose we have provided the NY 
the Roo—she’s saying something to a blending formula of our house. a na 
him — my ! doesn’t she look proud ? oe TreaodaoVafrats Fa 
uN CALCUTTA BOMBAY LONDON RANGOON # CAIRO at 
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Isn’t she splendid! Hear the audi- ey a ———— ee | 
we sl ee Oe a a OS A GE IL PR SAS po b> 
ence applaud! Flick — it’s changed — b SSS as Soe ee 
it’s Madeline’s room again — that’s the OSS fe SRSA eee es 


landlady — doesn’t she look hard, eh? 
What’s this Flick! 








IF YOU CANNOT PAY YOU 
MUST LEAVE TO-NIGHT. 











Flick, flick — it’s Madeline — she’s 
out in the street — it’s snowing — she’s 
sat down on a doorstep — say, see her 
face, isn’t it pathetic? There! they’ve 
put her face all by itself on the screen. 
See her eyes move! Flick, flick! 

Who’s this? Where is it? Oh, yes, 
I get it — it’s John —at a police sta- 
tion — he’s questioning them — how 
grave they look, eh? Flick, flick! 





HAVE YOU SEEN A GIRL IN 
NEW YORK? 











I guess that’s what he asks them, 





eh? Flick, flick 





NO, WE HAVE NOT. 











Too bad — flick — it’s changed again 
— it’s Madeline on the doorstep — she’s 
(Continued on page 84.) 
















































My$3Exerciser$ 
Reduced to 


ge"? 


ge” 7 
a? 


00 


Until further notice I 
willsendonecomplete 


MUSCLE 
BUILDER 
OUTFIT 


to any reader of 

Puck upon receipt of 
$1.00—just one-third 

the regular price, I will also 
includea ete body-build- 
ing course of instructions con- 
taining 24 selected exercises. 
The Muscle Builder will meet 
the requirements of any p<.’ 
son—weak or strong—man, 
woman or child. Can be used 
to exercise any 


the 


muscle in 


A Chest 
Expander Also 


With each outfit, I will give 
- am - 7 —s 
charge, by which the Muscle 
Builder a instantly be 
converted into a most ef- 
fective Chest to 
be used for developing the 
chest and lungs. Take ad- 
vantage of this unity 
while it lasts. your 
order today. 


Prof. Anthony Barker 
Studio 21, 110 West 42d Street, New York 
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October 27, 1820 
A fine day ror the hunt. We 


started at daybreak and gath- 
ered at noon for dinner. We 
took with us some good 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 

Todayas of yore Old Overholt 
is still chosen as the one bever- 
age to seasonagood day’s sport. 
Its uniform purity and 
make it the choice of all crit- 
ical men. Aged in the wood, 
bottled in bond. 

A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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Gifts for the Man 


We cheerfully recommend these as desirable from a man’s point of view—the chief difficulty 
is to choose from a storeful of gift-things a mere handful that shall be at all representative. 


a 








LIMOUSINE CASE, $12.90 “RADIO” ALARM 
——s- “ia Luminous hands and 
ha! Maal i * hadi 
SMOKERS’ 
ees Sa, mesmmeenen mn 
‘re linine: i ° -and-white; pearl; w - oilk-and- 
foreoatand towers "Sao and ram "gla traye” re $348 Alla, $4.95 


Mail orders for these 


goods will be promptly 
filled. 





TRAVELING FLASK “ ROYCROFT” MATCH- ABRAHAM an STRAUS 
SAFE, $3 


Cowhide-covered, with 


detachable hood. Hand-wrought copper; with ‘ 
sizes, $1.23, cae ash tray. 6 in. diameter; BROOKLYN NEW YORK 
$2.47 5 in. high 
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Madeline of the Movies 
(Continued from page 82.) 


fallen asleep —oh, say, look at that 
man coming near to her on tiptoes, 
and peeking at her — why, it’s Edward, 
it’s the Roo— but he doesn’t waken 
her — what does it mean? What's he 
after? Flick, flick 

Hullo — what’s this? — it’s night — 
what’s this huge dark thing all steel, 
with great ropes against the sky — it’s 
Brooklyn Bridge—at midnight — 
there’s a woman on it! It’s Madeline 
—see! see! She’s going to jump — 
stop her! Stop her! Flick, flick 

Hullo! she didn’t jump after all — 
there she is again on the doorstep — 
asleep — how could she jump over 
Brooklyn Bridge and still be asleep? — 
I don’t catch on — or, oh, yes, I do — 
she dreamed it —I see now, that’s a 
great scheme, eh? — shows her dream; 











The picture’s changed — what’s this 
place — a saloon I guess — yes, there’s 
the bartender, mixing drinks — men 
talking at little tables —aren’t they 
a tough-looking lot? — see, that one’s 
got a revolver — why, it’s Edward the 
Roo — talking with two men — he’s 
giving them money — what’s this? 








GIVE US A HUNDRED APIECE 
AND WE’LL DO IT. 


PURE 
WHISKY 
“? 


wee, 
sheadl 


It takes Nature ages 
to make a mellow land- 
scape—ithas taken Nature 
and age to make Cascade’s 
mellowness. 
Original Bottling 
has Old Gold Label 


GEO. A. DICKEL & Co. 
Distiilers 
NASHVILLE, TENN. 


o-L 

















It’s in the street again — Edward 
and one of the two toughs — they’ve 
got little black masks on— they’re 
sneaking up to Madeline where she 
sleeps — they’ve got a big motor drawn 
up beside them — look, they’ve grabbed 
hold of Madeline — they’re lifting her 
into the motor — help! Stop! Aren’t 
there any police? — yes, yes, there’s a 
man who sees it— by Gee! It’s John, 
John Holdfast — grab them, John — 
pshaw! they’ve jumped into the motor, 
they’re off! 

Where is it now? — oh, yes — it’s the 
police station again — that’s John, he’s 
telling them about it — he’s all out of 
breath — look, that head man, the big 
fellow, he’s giving orders 








INSPECTOR FORDYCE, TAKE 
YOUR BIGGEST CAR AND 
TEN MEN. IF YOU OVER- 

TAKE THEM, SHOOT AND 
SHOOT TO KILL. 











r 


Hoorah! Isn’t it great — hurry! 
don’t lose a minute—see them all 
buckling on revolvers — get at it, boys, 
get at it! Don’t lose a second 

Look, look — it’s a motor — full 
speed down the street —look at the 

(Continued on page 44.) 








Vaseline 


REG. U. 8. PAT. OFF. 


HAIR TONIC 


BALDNESS 
INDEFINITELY 
POSTPONED 
50c 


For Preserving 
and Restoring the 
Strength, Vitality 
and Beauty of the 
Hair, it has no 
equal. 


Trial Size bottle sent 
on receipt of ten cents 


CHESEBROUGH 
MFG. CO. CONS’D. 
17 State St. 
NEW YORK CITY 

















"New York's Leading | 
Art Galleries 


Exhibitions Now in Progress 
Among the City’s Best Dealers 

















HOLLAND GALLERIES 


(Est. 1858) 
High Grade Paintings 
500 Fifth Avenue 


At N. W. Cor. 42d Street 
New York 























Start the New Year Right 
With a 1916 


PucCK Calendar 


See Page 40 for Particulars 














* 
Christmas Presents 
Dr. Scott’s guaranteed rubber comb. Comb retails 


at 50c. It will be given free until Christmas to all 
who purchase one of 


Dr. Scott’s Electric 
Hair Brushes 


This brush is guaranteed to stop 
falling hair, remove dandruff and 
all scalp diseases. Makes the hair 
grow. Relieves nervous headaches 
and neuralgia. The gentle current 
of electricity does it. 
Made of selected bristles. No wire. 
Appropriate Christmas Gift. ; 
Sent parcel post for $1.00, with 30 [@ 
day guarantee, #4 
Send for free book on Belts, Corsets and Fi 
Specialties 
CANVASSING AGENTS WANTED, 


Pall Mall Electric Co., 128 West 34th St., N. Y- 
Established 37 Years. 
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Kepr Auced by Court 
lanama-Pacifie Expos 


Rem: 


More 
kind! 
I'm sur 
little bo 
perhaps 
and | 
wound © 
love me 
other ty 
me! Al] 
right o 
bring th 
many ot 
much m 
things ¢ 
corn for 
crumble, 
Ah, fee] 
you! W 


Reproduced hy Courtesy of Fine Arts Department, 
Panama-Pacific Exposition 


Remarks by a Cynical Turkey 


More corn? Thank you! How very 


kind! 


I’m sure! 


Most thoughtful of you, indeed, 
When you put me in this 
little box all alone by myself, I thought 
perhaps you felt unkindly toward me, 
and I wondered what I had done to 
wound you. So glad to find that you 
love me still! Love me better than the 
other turkeys, don’t you? What! Dear 
me! All those nice things, too? Things 
right off your own table! And you 
bring them all to me when there are so 
many other turkeys who need them so 
much more! Look at those poor, thin 
things down there by the tree! No 
corn for them! No cold hominy! No 
crumbled biscuit or cut up flannel cake ! 
Ah, feeling me under the wing, are 
you! Want to make sure that I’m all 


. 


ae eet ads sti oaT 


THE STRUGGLE FOR LIFE 
warm and comfortable; that’s all, isn’t 
it? 
make me a woolen ulster if I were real 


How you do love me! My! you'd 


cold, wouldn’t you? More nice things 
to eat? 


one case like this before, and that was 


Gracious! I never knew but 


my brother's, and something happened 
Maybe 
You put 


to him about Thanksgiving. 
I do. 


him right in this same little box, and 


you don’t remember? 


you treated him with the same thought- 
ful kindness until the box would hard- 
Wasn’t it a pity he 
should have died just when he was 
That dog of yours 
made the 
Oh, ves, 


board! 


ly hold him. 


looking so well? 
told that 
meatiest bones he ever ate. 


me my brether 


I’m not complaining of my 
What’s this vou’re giving me now 


bread crumbs? No, thank you; that’s 
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Painted by Cl tian gh 
Awarded Silver Medal, Panama-Pacific F 


kind! I’m not quite ready for 
I’)! fill up on them 


Say, that dog of yours was 


too 
bread crumbs yet! 
later on, 
down here the other day, and he asked 
me if he might have my head for a 
keepsake. Do you think he meant any- 
thing by it? Sho! come, now, you're 


not going away mad, are you? Come 
back; there’s lots of things I want to 
You Say! 


the corn a little finer next time, won't 


tell you! won't? Crack 
They say it makes lots of dif- 


By-by, 


vou? 
ference in the second joint. 
you damned philanthropist ! 


The old woman who lived in a shoe 
complained of cramped quarters. 
“Why not trv a 


ing?’ 


Christmas stock 
they suggested. 


So she immediately adopted the hint. 


of 


N 


rway 


osition 
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BLACK & WHITE 
Scotch Whisky 


Certified Oath of Purity 


The original engrossed on parchment is at 76 Broad St., N. Y. 






—= | — | — | | | oe | | ae 


JaorsBucnana Ne Cane 


Londen ‘ENGLAND  GLASGSM: SCOTLAND: 









Proprietors or Bankier DIstinbery - 
GLENTAUCHERS -GuenLiveR DistTiuuery JSceTLAnD 


Me, €pounp.Stern- €pwarp Aucustus 
Lunpy anp Giuutao Harrisen - 
Dmecrers of Janes Bucnanan & Co LiarreD -aino 


ARE THE PROPRIETORS: DISTILLERS AND SHIPPERS 
OF CHUKY: DO HEREBY SOLEONLY & SINCERELY DECLARE: l 


THaT aus Scotch HIHisky SHIPPED Te THE © 
United STATES UNDER THE BRAND 


"BLACK & WHITE” 


IS DISTILLED: MATURED AND BOTTLED IN BEND 
in ,JceTLAnD unperR His MaJestTy's 
CusTeMQs SUPERVISION - 










‘ 










i 4 













THAT IT IS AGED FER Ten YEARS IN 
WOOD BEFERE BETTLING. 





THAT THE QUALITY NEVER VARIES 





THAT THE STOCKS OF WHISKIES HELD BY 
US AND OUR SUBSIDIARY C2MPANIES ARE 
THE LARGEsT in .JSceTLAnD 

THAT ADDITIONS Te THESE STECKS ARE 
CONSTANTLY BEING MADE THUS GUARANTEEING 
THE EXCELLENCE OF THIS BRAND- 

THAT IT IS IDENTICAL IN QUALITY: AGE - STRENGTH 
AnD ceLeR To THE BLACK & WHITE” suppuiep By us 
In THE Unirep Kincpem & ALL OVER THE WORLD 












Anpv Ge Mane mms seueon Decuaratien 
CONSCIENTIOUSLY BELIEVING THE SAME To BE TRUE- 


it Ol J a i ts a a a rr a 








SE EE EO OO OO 


Decnarep AT Ne 2L Welw, 
In THE CITY OF LienpDen THIS 2 


DAY OF yam | 1914: 


Qe Commnnresumner Fercaits, 





Solerserv ct Ker 
Cdurard Cys bis KauPy 
Wiliam Haven. 
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“SHELLS AND THE ( 
MAN” is a compre- |_ 


hensive study of the 

work of Lloyd-George, 
iabeerte | England’s Minister of 
doll | Munitions, by Isaac 
ate _| F. Marcosson. The 
reorganization of the 
| munition industry in 
Great Britain, its bear- 
"a. | ing on the future of 
a the Allies’ cause and 
wed toe all xtolings |= | =) the importance of the 


What clever Yule-log-rolling! 


= _| work of the man who 


It is some comfort to reflect that 
himself than stom my | didit, make this article 
Nevers peu || 1 Qne Of especial inter- 
| est to “unprepared’”’ 
America. It appears 

in the December 


4th issue of 


5 Comis 


£2 THE — WEEKLY. 
= 410 West 13th Street, New York City 
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AN IMPROMPTU CHRISTMAS TREE 
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“DOES ’0O 


Gas versus Yule 
Bringing in the Yule, Log 
Once furnished Xmas glee; 
Turning on the Gas Log 
Must now suffice for me. 


But I’ll not mope; a Yule Log 
Took long no doubt to catch, 

Whilst I may light a gas log 
Right quick, with just a match. 


-f— 
Mama: I wonder who originated the 
idea of Santa Claus? 
Para: A man who couldn’t supply the 
children’s demand for toys and wanted 
to shift the responsibility. 





Mama: Santa Claus only comes to good 
boys. 

Jounny: Huh! If he did, he wouldn't 
have to hurry much to get around. 








SQUEAK ?” 


A Feminine Trick 


“ There is one good thing about buy- | 
ing a really handsome and expensive 
Mrs. 


dress,” said Mrs. 
Larkin. 


“What is that?” 


Bunting to 


“Why you feel as though you really 
ought to buy another not quite so good, 


to save your best one.” 





“Ts it known why he committed sui- 
cide?” 

“A church committee appointed him 
to represent Santa Claus at its Christ- 
mas entertainment.” 





Jimmy: Did you eat much dinner on 
Christmas ? 

Tommy: Did I? 
eat another thing until tea time! 
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Well, I just couldn't | 





GT vor | 


. pers Ve AN +, 


to give 


swe Havanas 


Men everywhere have 
come to know and de- 
sire their fine, full fla- 
vor and the delightful 
aroma. Men commend 
me for my care in select- 
ing only the choicest to- 
bacco from the moun- 
tainous Vuelta district 
of Cuba. 


My business has 
grown from nothing un- 
til now over 15,000 men 
insist on J. R. W. Ha- 
vanas and order regu- 
larly. Since there are no 
intermediate profits, my 
customers get these bet- 
ter cigars at strangely 
low prices. 


Ever Welcome 


As a Christmas gift, 
you are oyrtee. the 
quality of J. R. Ha- 
vVanas and A go 
astray when you make 
such a wise selection, 
He'll be grateful to you. 
Remember—a_ box of 
cigars is one of the few 
gifts that furnish the 

ivernoembarrassment 
f duplicated, 

Write today for my 
catalog of sizes and 
prices—and special 
Christmas arrange- 
ment. Don’t falter— 
write today. 


Or try some J. R. W. 
Havanas yourself. 


First Five Free! 


Send me your business 
card or write me on your 
business stationery, enclos- 
ing 10c for packing, revo- 
nue and postage, and you’ !! 
be furnished with five free 
asatrial. You'll probably 
want more. Send today for 
your five free cigars! (61) 


wa Rogers Warner 
00 Dockwootd Beilding 
' Exact Size 
AGIs 
vs we, = 








WANTED —- AN IDEA! 


HO can think of some simple thing to patent? Pro- 

tect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. Write 

for ‘* Needed Inventions,” and “* How to Get Your Patent 

‘and Your Money.’’ Kanpo.rn & Co., Patent Attorneys, 
Dept. 166, Washington, D. C. 





IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WESTJ= 





Boat Builders Catalog, the result of the co-operation 
of 50 leading Boat Builders with the Gray Motor 

Co. is yours for the asking. , Tells where you can @f4 
find any kin 1 ofa boat from a $125 fishing launch 
to a $2500 mahogany finished express launch, ¢ 
powered with 6 cylinder self starting 4 cycle Gray 
Motor. This Book is Free. Wr'te for it today. Also 
Big Gray epartne GR ne Yaad complete 
line 2 and 4 cy« narine me » upwards, 1 


_GRAY MOTOR CO. ‘1244 Gray Meter Bullaing, Detrait, Mi 






te cs 6 cylinders, 


As A Pleasant Beverage and 
A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 
It Has No Equal. 
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Start the New Year Right— 
With a 1916 Puck Calendar 


L pe Wise. os One 


THE PUCK CALENDAR consists of six sheets 
11x14, each ec ntaining 2 popes odur tion of a 
notable painting by famo ¢ Fe ists 
of the ott plates fe ted in von Be sa tied with 

eavy silk nd tanes el. "Sent pre paid, neatly 

xed, on re ae ‘of $1.26. 





Night | Birds. ial wi Boughton 


Gold s pre. nt rvith | ped calendar, 
ii. "00 pos etpaid 





Safe oy F First, by Rolf Armstrong 
Size 11x 17. Full colo 
Gold stamped art mount with | 
$1.00 postpaid 





ERE are seven 
Christmas sugges- 
tions, each of which will 
continue for 366 days to 
remind someone of your 
thoughtfulness in choos- 
ing a gift from the finest 
collection of color plates 
printed in this country 
during the past two years. 


Included in the PUCK 
Calendars are full-color 
reproductions of paint- 
ings by the following 
famous artists: 


Will Houghton, of London Rolf Armstrong 
CharlesCrombie, of London Lou Mayer 

B. Wennerberg, of Munich W.D. Goldbeck 
H. E. Webster, of England W. E. Hill 





All calendars are printed on heavy plate paper, 
handsomely mounted, and neatly boxed; sent prepaid 
to any — on receipt of price, in stamps, check, 
or money order. Indicate plainly on your order 
which - & you desire. 


PUCK PUBLISHING CORPORATION 
210 Fifth Avenue, New York City 














Hold Tight, by Charles Crombie of London 
Handsome art mount, pad calendar, 22 x 17, in full color, gold stamped, 
$2.00 postpaid 








KETCHES om Sure 


Glendar 1916 














SKETCHES FROM PUCK is a compan pion cal- 
endar to THE PUCK CALENDAR, c ng oO 
H I reprodt agpons of pan intinus by 

en 


ix ull-color 

B mn ent artists, It is the same siz: eral 
acter as THE PUC K c ALENDAK, on pe is 

sent ne vatly boxed, prepaid, on receipt of §1. 





Here's Looking cv You, by oe Mayer 


Siz 
Gold oungell 4 rt mo unt with | pad calendar, 
$1 .00 postpaid 











Thes fits worm. by Toe Lou ) Mayer 
Gold aungal pS i ®, withe ro calendar, 
$1.00 postpaid 
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THOSE SCIENTIFIC GIFTS 


Sometimes the Kids put them to extremely 
embarrassing uses 


The Working Season 


” 








Mother is “ working” a pillow; 
She’s working as fast as she can, 
Getting it ready for Christmas ; 
In August it was she began. 


Grandma is “ working” some doilies ; 
She hopes they’ll be finished in time; 
Got the design from a paper 
She bought in July for a dime. 
Centerpiece, Sister is “ working ”’ ; 
And working it niftily, too; 
She started it up in the country 
One day she “ had nothing to do.” 
Aunty? Of course, she is “ working ”’; 
She’s working some sort of a bag; 
At it so long she is peevish, 
And vows that she hates the old rag. 
Everyone’s “ working” with needle 
And silk and embroidery frame. 
And Father? Pop’s “working” an 
income 


To pay for the whole 





game! 











FIRST AID 


“Pa didn’t think my fish-line would do much 
good, Mister, so he’s gone after a derrick 






A Wonderful 
Low-Cost Trip 



























HEN planning your Southern trip consider 

your maximum comfort at minimum cost and 
choose the ocean way to Florida. It will pay you 
to find out how inexpensively and comfortably you 
can go on our low round trip fares. 


New York to Jacksonville 


Calling at historic Charleston, where you have ample time 
for sightseeing, including famous homes of Southern Arris- 
tocracy, the Battery Esplanade, Fort Moultrie and Fort 
Sumter of Confederate fame, the Charleston Navy Yard, 
etc. Here too are connections for all Carolina Resorts. 


Remember, All Meals and Sleeping 

Accomodations Aboard Ship Are 

Included Without Additional Cost. 
You will enjoy every minute of the trip—the spacious social 
halls, broad decks, latest magazines and delicious cuisine. 
Staterooms with connecting private bath or toilet, if you 
want them. 

Mid-Winter Bookings Now Open 


Also cruises to Porto Rico, Nassau, Cuba and Santo Domingo. 
To get exact information and interesting literature, address 


CLYDE-MALLORY LINES 


Pier 36, North River New York 
District Passenger Offices 
Boston, 192 Washington St. Philadelphia, 701 Chestnut St. 


New York, 290 Broadway 






































This beautiful girl, 
never on the stage 


Perfect! sveronte sti 


fame—is destined to astonish the world. 


Her figure conforms absolutely to the 
standard measurements of perfection: 
Height, weight, bust, arm, waist, thigh, calf, and 
ankle. She has posed for us exclusively, and we offer 
nine full length art studies, exquisitely hand- 
colored, size 7x9 inches, on imported art mounts 14x18. 
We will send one of these matchless art poses for $1 00 
or the whole set of nine for $9.00, all . 
charges prepaid and satisfaction guaranteed. A fine 
gift suggestion for a man’s den! Ask your dealer—or 
slip a $1.00 bill into an envelope and address it to us. 
Illustrated catalog (32 pages of art studies), 16c. 





CELEBRITY ART CO., 31B Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 














and a log-chain 


BINDERS 





Keep PUCK fresh and clean in handsome 
Buckram Binders. 
complete volume sent anywhere prepaid on receipt of $1.25. 

Puck Pusiisninc CorporaTIon, 210 Fifth Avenue, New York 


Binders sufficient to hold 
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Put a tinge of Clinging Romance 


into your Christmas giving—something with real 
holiday atmosphere, senti- 
ment and happiness in it. 


vans 
Ale 


is a gmt le illustration appropriate, 
and practical, bimint of good cheer 

and o Sans kindness, generosity and enjoyment. 
Send a barrel of 10 doz. bottles 

Nearest Dealer or C. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON, N.Y. 















Schinasi Brothers’ 


EGYPTIAN 
CIGARETTES 


Sold all Over 


NATURAL (plain or cork) 
15c. 397, be= 


EGYPTIAN PRETTIEST 


(plain tip) 
10c. 59,3" 


OFFICE and SALESROOMS 
32 West 100th Street, New York 























Fire Prevention 





CARBUNA 


Cleaning Fluid 


Removes Grease Spots Instantly 
Cleans all materials without injury to fabric or color. 
Silk, Satin, Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, 
Velvet, Madras, Net, Lisle, Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon. 


White Kid Gloves Coats, Cloaks Cloth Uppers 
Silk and Satin Slippers Neckties Furs 
Neckwear Coat Collars Blankets 
Feathers Furniture Covers Veils 
Dresses Portieres Hosiery 
Parasols Tapestries Lingerie 
Wraps Rugs Jabots 
Opera Capes Carpets Typewriters 
ns Piano Keys Auto-Apparel 


15c, 25c, 50c, $1 Size Bottles, All Drug Stores. 
Get the Autumn Number 


PICKINGS from PUCK 


If your newsdealer cannot supply this ex- 
traordinary quarterly, send 25 cents in stamps 
to the publishers. 

210 Fifth Avenue, New York 








An Opening for a Hero 


A few months ago, there was a string 
of accusations and recriminations be- 
tween the warring countries as to which 
one started the war. Each country 
accused the other of having been in- 
strumental in having brought the war 
about. Each country claimed that it 
itself was seeking only peace. 

Is it not about time for one of these 
nations to give evidence of its desire 
for peace, to give evidence that it was 
not one of those that started the war, 
by making a move to end it? It is no 
excuse for a victorious country to say 
that it is for the loser to seek peace. 
Quite the contrary, the evidence of 
sincerity is much greater if the country 
that makes the first bid for peace is the 
country that thinks itself the winner. 

Long after the individual deeds of so- 
called heroism of the poor devils who 
are slaughtering each other on the 
battlefields of Europe are forgotten, 
that great hero will be remembered — 
the first statesman of a warring coun- 
try who makes an open, official, sincere 
plea on some reasonable terms for the 
peace for which the whole world is 


praying. 


His Choice of Smells 
Bossy (doing his Christmas shop- 
ping): I would like to buy a bottle of 
*‘fumery for mama. 
Crierk: All right, my boy! What odor 
do you prefer? 
Bossy: Oh! I think —I think — gin- 
gerbread ! 








The Venus of Milo explained again. 
“Tt was carrying home Christmas 
presents,” she vouchsafed. 








PUTTING ONE OVFR 
Wiuie Sparrow: I'll roost right here to- 





stockings! 





ce so Santa will think these are my 





Some Christmas Maxims 


Look not on the wine when it is red; 
but a little pale brandy helps the pud- 
ding amazingly. 

A flat purse means a stout Christmas 
tree. 

The Small Boy cannot be judged by 
his conduct on Christmas Eve. 

There are no Christmas presents the 
tradesman gives with better grace than 
receipted bills. Give him a chance. 

It’s a foolish girl who gives her beau 
the mitten before Christmas. 

Better a paid pork chop than a fat 
turkey on tick. 

The man who quarrels with his wife 
on Christmas Day is worse than a 
horse-thief. Let him be anathema. 

Blessed are the babies on Christmas 
Day; they can be put off with cheap 
candy. 








Drawn by H. D. Welsh 


“SOMETHING USEFUL” FOR CHRISTMAS 
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MINERAL WATER 


























His Laugh-Insurance Is Paid Up 
for the Next Three Months 






No wonder he’s happy! 


You’ll never know how much real satisfaction 
a dollar can buy until you've pinned a 
bill to this coupon and thus assured yourself 


of the safe arrival of the next thirteen Z 


. a 
numbers of “America’s Cleverest Z 


Weekly.” P 7 
7 Puck 
av 210 Fifth Ave. 
of New York City 
And Now, Since Christmas is Coming — 7 _ Enclosed find $1.00 for 
which you will kindly enter 
Fa my name for a Three Months’ 

Trial Subscription. 





Why not send Puck to some good friend who would 
appreciate fifty-two reminders during the coming 


Be atenvancceaonvereibiihts 
year of your thoughtfulness and good will? Z Name 
We'll send a handsome card announcing the gift. = peta rhe -yrecereecevneesseneseqanetes 
¥ 
a City and State 
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Madeline of the Movies 
(Continued from page 84.) 


houses fly past — it’s the motor with the 
thugs — there it goes round the corner 
—it’s getting smaller, it’s getting 
smaller, but look, here comes another — 
my! it’s just flying — it’s full of police 
— there’s John in front Flick! 

Now it’s the first motor — it’s going LANDA Prosperity” BILLFOLD 
over a bridge — it’s heading for the a Riegants frestion! Xmae G60 ender ene else 
country — say, isn’t that car just fly- (fenuiceusa card. ‘Made oft oe te Scen bea rae Es 
ing Flick, flick! 


. Any name beautifully engraved in 23-Kt. Gold. 
It’s the second motor — it’s cross- 


Ask for the neu 
one-piece Pajama 
-no waist string 


5Oc 


Postpaid 
Name Engrav- 
\ ed Freein 


23-kt Gold 


For Ladus & 
Gentlemen 


—the guiding star to comfort 
Outdoor sleepers ‘ 
‘onde E Rosenfeld &6Co. Balto and New York 


in endless variety 





Size closed 8x3'4 inches, open 8x344._ Com m 
flexible—will fit any pocket. For Ladies and Gentlemen 
jal postpaid—ordinariuy $1.00. Packed in 


of genuine Morocco Leather 


MAME 8 23 KT COLO 


e ~ uxe, 
ing the bridge too — hurry, boys, make |  $.90~worth sg 40 Sena ilo, drator portage stamps. 
a « co., Goods. Dept. (14 Chicago 


it go! Flick, flick ! 

Out in the country — a country road 
— early daylight — see the wind in the 
trees! Notice the branches waving! 
Isn’t it natural? — whiz! Biff! There 
goes the motor — biff! There goes the 
other one — right after it — hoorah! 

The open road again—the first 
motor flying along! Hullo, what’s 
wrong? It’s slackened, it stops — 
hoorah! it’s broken down — there’s 
Madeline inside — there’s Edward the 
Roo! Say! isn’t he pale and desperate! 

Hoorah! the police! the police! all 
ten of them in their big car — see them 
jumping out — see them pile into the 
thugs! Down with them! paste their 
heads off! Shoot them! Kill them! 
isn’t it great — that’s the Roo — Ed- 
ward—with John at his throat! 
Choke him, John! Throttle him! 

Hullo, it’s changed — they’re in the 
big motor — that’s the Roo with the 
handcuffs on him. 

‘That’s Madeline — she’s unbound 
and she’s. talking; say, isn’t she just 
real pretty when she smiles? 





YES, JOHN, I HAVE LEARNED 
THAT I WAS WRONG TO 
PUT MY ART BEFORE YOUR 

LOVE. I WILL MARRY YOU 
AS SOON AS YOU LIKE. 











Flick, flick! , 

What pretty music! Ding! Dong! 
Ding! Dong! Isn’t it soft and sweet ! — 
like wedding bells. Oh, I see, the man 
in the orchestra’s doing it with a 
little triangle and a stick — it’s a little 
church up in the country — see all the 
people lined up—oh! there’s Made- 
line! in a long white veil — isn’t she 
just sweet!— and John 


Flick, flack, flick, flack. 


TROOPS ON 
MARCH. 


BULGARIAN THE 


What! Isn’t it over? Do they all 
go to Bulgaria? I don’t seem to under- 
stand. Anyway, I guess it’s all right 
to go now. Other people are going. 


9 
LANDA 














Hello! Wake up! 
































down comfortably in the ooze. The world is 
moving, moving on all eight cylinders—some 
folks are even moving on twelve—and you 
might just as well move along with them. If 
you are becoming an old fogey, or an old maid, 
or an old bachelor, or an old od read Vanity 
Fair, and presto! you will be nimble-witted and 
agile-minded again; the joy of the picnic, the 
life of the party, the hit of the fox-trottoir. 











Be a modern! Read 
VANITY FAIR 


Don’t be a social back number! Don’t settle. 


Vanity Fair will chaperone you in a box at 
the opera, show you the most talked of paint- 
ings and sculptures; take you behind the 
scenes at the theatres; tell you what to talk 
about at dinners and dances; present you to 
all the metropolitan celebrities; give you a 
dash of golf and hockey and tennis and foot- 
ball; accelerate the pulse of your brain, in 
short, transform you from a social half portion 
into a regular Class A human being. 


Try a Little Dollar Diplomacy! 


You think nothing—in your poor deluded way—of 


paying $2 for a theatre ticket, or $1.20 for a new novel. 
But you can secure for $1! (half the cost of a single 
theatre ticket and less than the cost of a single novel) 
an entire winter of Vanity Fair, and with it more 
entertainment than you could derive from dozens 

of plays or a shelf full of modern novels. 


Special Offer 
Six Months for One Dollar 


Vanity Fair costs 25 cents a number or $3 


a year. 


Tear off and send in the coupon 
at the left and 


you can have a six 


months’ “‘trial’’ subscription for One 


Dollar. 
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wy EHRISTMAS 


The Magnum package of PALL MALL Famous Cigarettes 


y~ 200 cigarettes — 100 cork tipped and 100 plain 
Fy, ends packéd in a holiday container wrapped and ready 


for mailing or messenger 





Especially designed for social functions, this unique | 
packing affords opportunity to friends and guests to 
exercise their preference for either cork or plain 


For your “Christmas Greetings’ what could give 
you more pleasure in the giving, or be a greater joy 
to receive 


On display early in December at the better shops — 
here and abroad 
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gy ou Christmas 
ali calls for a bollle 
of Champagne. 
we then make tt a 
good pne_ 


cooks 


Sold everywhere Served everywhere 
Cook's knows no other 
dutp than to please you 
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